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The Tragedie 

On ely referucd their faclor to buy foules, 

And (end them thither, but at hand at hand, 
i .nfnes his piteous, and vnpittied end. 

Earth gape*, hell burnesjfiends roare, Saints pray 
T o ha uc him fuddcnly cornic ed away: * 

Cancell his bond of life,deare God /pray, 

That /may liue to fay, the dog is dead, 

Q thou didsprophecie the time would come 
That 1 mould with for thee to hclpe me curfc 

Tnatbotte'.dtpider.thatfbiifehuuch-backttoadc. 

gu Mar I cald thee then, vaine flourifl, of my fortune 
/raid thee tben,poorc fludow, painted Queene 
Tlie prefdutationofjbut what I was, * 

T lie flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

One hcau’d a high, to be hurld dovvne below 
A mother onely^nockt with twoiwcet babes. 

Adreame of which thou werr,a breath, abubble. 

A flgneofdignitie,a garifli flagge, 

J*o be the aim ■; of eucry dangerous fliot, 

A Queene in ieaft,onely to fill thefeeanej 
Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers i 
Wtrere be thy children.whercin docfl thou i©y > 

Who fues to thee, and cries God fane the Queencf 
Where be the bending peers that flattered ihee i 
™ h f rc thronging troupes that followed thee/ 
Decline all this, and fee whatnowfhou art. 

For happy wife,a mofl diftrelfcd widow ♦ 

For loyfull mother, one that wailcs the name* 

For Quccne, a very Catiuccrownd with caw: 

For one bemg fued too,one that humbly fues : 

For one commanding all, obeyed ofnonei * 

For one that fcornd atme , row fcornd ofme. 
rnus hath the courfe ofiullice wheel’d about 
And left thee but a very prey to time 
Hauing no more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture dice the more.being what thou art. 

Triou did« vfiirpc my place,and doefl thou not 
V furpe the iufl proportion of nay forrowY 

No* 
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ofRichard the third. 

Mow thy’proud necke, beares halfe my burthened yoke,' 
from which, euen herr,I flip my weary necke, 

An dieaue the burthen of it all on ihee: 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, and Queene of fad mifehnnee, 

Tlrefc finglifh wars, will make me fm;le in France. 

gu. Othou well skild in Curfes, flay a while*. 

And teach tr. e how to curfe mine enemies, 

QsMar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faff the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with lining woe, 
yhinke that babes were fairer then they were. 

And he (hat flew* them fowler then he is } 

Rettring thy loflc makes tlie bad caufes worfe, 

Reuolaing this, will teach thee how to curfc. 

£>u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
QM.Ttxy woes wil make them fiharp,& pierce like mine, 
Dut, Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit. Mar, 
^ tf'mdic atturnics to your clients woes, 

Aierie fuccecders ofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmiferies. 

Let them haue fcope,tliough what they do impart 
Helpenot at all,yet do they cafe the heart. 

Dut, Iffojthen benot tongue- tide, goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned fonnei which thy two fonnes fmothred : 

1 heare his drum, be copious in exclaimts. 

Enter king Richard marching vrith Drummet • 

And Trnmpttr, 

King. Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Dut, A fhc,that might haue inercep ted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe," 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou hafl done. 

J%u. Hid’fl thou that forehead with a golden crowr.c, 
Where would be grauen, if that right were right, 

The daughter of the Prince thatowde that crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers t ' 

Tell me thouvillainc flaue, where are my children ; 

Dut, 


